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called, which ends with the first day of Lent and sees the
demise of the Carnival Prince, Willy I, drowned in beer.

On evenings when I could lay aside thoughts of
Corybantic cymbals and the carnival I enjoyed more
soul-satisfying music at the Opera House. The great
Dr. Richard Strauss himself conducted Der Rosen-
kavalier, and was off his desk the moment the curtain
fell, hurrying to his game of bridge. The Herr Doktor
is possibly the greatest living composer (Sibelius and
Stravinsky enthusiasts, please contradict), but he is by
no means a great conductor. Yet, like Elgar when his
own works were being played, the orchestra give fine
performances, seemingly peering into the composer's
mind.

I doubt if much finer and nobler orchestral works have
ever been written than Strauss's tone-poems, among
which are Also sprach Zarathustra, Don Juan, and Tod
und Vtrklarung, all written when he was in his twenties:
he is now over seventy. He gave the score of his first
tone-poem Macbeth to our Royal Philharmonic Society
when he was presented with their gold medal.

Germans sing Italian opera very well, rather surpris-
ingly. They drag the tempi slightly, but the brass does
not give one those reminiscences of the Bavarian band
in the Hofbrauhaus (a couple of thousand Miincheners
drink beer there each night) which it sometimes does in
Siegfried'or Gotterddmmerung*

Hildagarde Ranczak's singing in Salome was most
dramatic, her acting being better than any I have seen
even in the stage play: she looked like a lovely playful
wildcat in her calmer moments. When she showed her
claws I am not surprised that anybody should bolt back
again for safety to a cistern and put the lid on it. For